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I should like to know the Germans. I admire and respect their solid strength, but I am wrongly impatient of slowness; it would do me good to know them and make me more thorough... Yes, I understand your reason for wishing to study. . . I am not going to be ill, and as I have so often told you, you have done me nothing but good, oh! so much good that you will never know it. I am going on Tuesday to Clifton to spend a few days with my mother. I don't feel much disposed for the quiet, I am too unsettled, but I must give her some of my holiday. . .
I think Christ chose to fight alone, every son of man must fight alone, for the heart knoweth its own bitterness. It weakens us if we try to carry our friends into the fight, if we learn to use weapons which are not our own, and life becomes unreal. We have our own trials, we must meet them with our own strength and learn that we have weapons which can kill all foes. To those who thus fight, God will send His angels and tell of victory now and victory for ever. While the fight is going on, it is the part of friends to watch and pray. The thought of the struggle in the garden should help us all. Don't call me strong. I let all kinds of sin and meanness get into my citadel; if I keep out the greater sins it is often only by throwing myself into work. . .
About the body I am right. The crown of thorns is man's noblest crown and we wear it because we have bodies. The marks we win in our fight with sin will be our eternal distinction. The body may suck one down, but it is that we may rise again in victorious strength. You do know this and you do bless God for your creation, bless Him for the difficulties which have made you find yourself, bless Him that through you He is giving a message to men which none other has borne or can bear. . .
About the dinner parties. I grant you I am wrong to turn away from the rich, but we must have our own likings and I don't feel a call to go to them as I am called to go to the poor-I agree that to those who could look into their heart, they would be beautiful, but not more beautiful than other human hearts, would they ? It is their affectation, their unreality which wearies me. The children, the little girls, arouse in me all kinds of bitter thoughts and wishes. I stand in the potato plot, where there is plenty to do and enjoy. I leave it to others, men or circumstances, to go to the richer plots and bring their beauties to me. Sometimes I think nothing but hard words and cruel cuttings will save the rich, and I am too fond of giving hard words to trust myself to teach them in this way.
In the past week I have done little, my time has gone in doing small acts. I have read nothing but the June Middle-march and a French play—of the former we will talk when you have read it. I have had some discussion about the right of